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THE SHRUBBERY. 
+ 


PART I. ° 
a 


Y ounce Me!moth went down in the fommer 
to his father’s feat in Wettmoreland, where, be- 
ing of an active difpofition, and having no com- 
panions but a German flute, and the works of a 
few favourite authors, he frequently amufed 
himfelf with the fports of the field. He was 
one day fo warmly engaged in purfuit of the 
wild fowl, which abound in the lakes of that 
rumantic country, till he had gained the banks 
of Winandermere ; the folemy colouring of that 
magnificent fcene, the lait gleam of funthine 
fading away on the hill-tops, the deep ferene of 
the waters, and the long fhadows of the moun- 
tains thrown acrofs them, till they nearly touch- 
ed the hithermo% fhore, a}l this concurring with 
the reflection of his being at fuch a diftance from 
heme, filled him with fenfations that he had ne- 
vei before felt. As he looked round, amid his 
terror and uncertainty, he efpied a {mall farm= 
houfe peeping forth from a grove of old trees; 
after a fhort deliberation, he refolved to follow 
a path that feemed to lead thither, and pains 
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through feverai lonely dells, thaded with becches, 
and over-run with wild tiowers, he arrived ata 
wicket thet epened into a fhrabbery ; the cppo- 
fite plants intermingling their branches, caft 4 
gioom very pleating to the imagination, anda 
rivulet which ran murmuring over pebbles, or 
broke into cafcades, now glittered through the 
leaves ata diftance, and now meandered c!ole 
by the walk. Melimoth had not advanced far ia 
this retreat, when the shrubs, fuddenly opening 
on one fide, difcovered a little ftream dafhing 
down arough green bank in an irreguiar winding 


manner, and finely divertified by the clouds of © 
turf and tds of brufh-wood that refitted its 


current, A feat on the oppolite fide of the walk 
fremed to invite himto i down and coftem- 
piare the beauties of the fcene; fo he accepted 
4, 


MS offer, and retting the butt-end of his gun on 7 


tu ground, and raifing bis hand to its muzzi¢, 
he leaned torward to examine the watertall. He 
had not continued loag in this pofture, when he 
beard the founi of a harpfichord, accompanied 
by afemale voice. The air was fimple and pa- 


‘thetitin the highett degree, and though he could 


wot diftinguith the words, the melancholy ca- 
dence with whieh they were uttered, concurring 
with the beaury of the fcene, had a firaage ef- 
tect upon him; tor his conftitution was naturai- 
ly warm, and his feelings were always awake io 
musigs. The found prefently cealing, broke the 
chain'of romantic ideas which they had infpiced. 
He laid down his gun, and taking up his flate, 
au inttruament on which he excelled, he raifed it 
to his mouth, but the idea of alarming ibe ttran- 
per checked his hand, and he returned it into his 
pocker. He immediately rofe up, and fttaling 
aloug the waik, prefenily entered oa a circular 
grafs-piot, plamted round with evergreens, in 
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THE SHRUBEERY,. 5 
the centre of which ftood a {mall ftone temple. 
A myrtle had fpread its branches over the front 
of the building, and a jeffamine, which had been 
taugh t to wind up the futed columnsof the por- 
tico, hung down in feftoons on each fide. On 
the frieze was this it ifcription: © Dedicated to 

Senfibility. ” As this fcemed to be the place 
from whence the founds, which ae vibrated in 
his ear, had prote eded, Mel moth hefitated whe- 
ther he fhould not return, but concluding from 
the filence that the perfon to whom he was in- 
debted for them, had retired, with a trembling 
hand he opened the door. The walls on the ins 
fidé were ftuccoed, and in a nicheggas placed a 
marble urn, in which grew a fe ‘#:. 
beautiful emblem of the « vy it) y of the place, 
contracting its leaves at the flighteft touch, and 
fhrinking froin the foftef brea th of airs On the 
urn were thefe words from Sterne: * Eternal 
fuuntain of our feelings! ‘tis here I trage thee!” 
A harpfichord food open on one fide, and a book 
lay uponit. Melmoth took itup. It was the 
third volume of Emma Corbett, and open at that 
part in which the dying Emma, on her regurn 
from America, where fhe hal left the remains of 
ahufband and a brother fhe adored, meets her 
aged father at the door, fupported by bi sfervants, 
and guing to attend the funeral of her brother's 
widow, who had died diftraéed. The paflage 
affected Meimoth, and it feemed to have affect- 
ed fomebody elfe, for he thought he faw a teas 
upon the page; and he concluded the readerhad 
thrown down the book in a fit of enthufiafm, and 
ftruck off the beautiful combination of founds 
he had jut heard. He had fearcely ape ce o the 
book, whena younz lady pafled by the wisdow 
with 2 bafket of fruit in her hand, Shé was dref- 
fed in a pain white mufl.n nighi-gowr, with a 
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bonnet of the fame, and there was an eleyance 
in her form which ftruck him. She prefently 
came back, and ftooping down to bind the brok- 
en ftalk of a carnation that grew in a border be- 
tore the window, gave him an opportunity of 
examining her. Her face was beautiful, but 
rather formed to pleafe than to dazzle, her fea- 
tures had fuch a foftnefs and fucg a delicacy in 
them, that they were loft at adiftance ; and there 
was a fweetnels mingled with melancholy in her 
look that meved him exceedingly. Hercomplec- 
tion was not firiking, but a pleafing expreffion 


is fuperior to the fineft in the world. Melmeth ‘ 


had never knPwn what it was to be in love, nor 
did he even kaow then, but he thought he faw 


fomething in her countenance which made hin | 


wifh to be acquainted with her. 
The God ot Love is a gentle deity 3 his chains 


are fo light that the victim is a captive when he © 
Jeaft fufpects it; and his arrows are fo finely | 


pointed, that the wound is deepett when it is felt 
the leaft. As foon as fhe was out of fight, he 
left the apartment, and turning downa dark walk 
on the other fide, foon came to a little rocky 
cavity, overfhadowed by the brown foliage of 
an oak, which grew at its entrance. A feat had 
been hewn out of the rock on either fide, and a 
fpring, which gufhed from a corner of the reof 
at the further end, trickled dowa witha foft 
Julling found, and running direétiv acrofs the 
floor, entered the rock on the oppoiite fide. 
Melmoth fat down to indulge his reflections, 
when a robin, which had been drawn thither by 
the found of his feet, hopped confidently iv, but 
when it faw him, it tiew immediately ont again. 
s And will you ity from me, gentie bird 2” faid 
he, bending down and ftretching out his haud, 
“thoughlam noi the fair being you tock me 
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nceM for, | would not hurt you, indeed I would not, I 
tly would cherifh you for her fake.’’? As he faid ; 
9k- BE thefe words he rofe up, and continued his ramble 


be- Be cill he arrived at an opening in the wood, that 
of prefented him with a diftant view of the lake 
but #@ and its iflands, the colours of which were melt- 
-a~ FF ed into each other by the foft light of the even- 
in Hing. He had hardly fixed his eyes on the prof- 
re Me pect, when his dog, which had been ranging the 
ec BH gardens, rufhed acrofs the walk in purfuit of 
c~ @ fome game that it had juft ftarted: ‘ Come hi- 
on Wher, firrah !’? faid Melmoth angrily, ** violate 
th @ nothing here, on pain of your matter’s difplea- 
or M@ fure; thefe are hallowed grounds.” ‘rhe fin- 
Ww cularity of ihe fpeech, and the warmth with 
in M which it was uttered, attracted the notice of an : 
elderly gentleman, who was fitting on a bench 
ata fmall diflance, and whom a fudden turn in 
) vie walk bad prevented him from feeing. From 
his drefs he appeared to beaclergyman. He 
immediately rofe up: as Melmoth now faw it 
| was too late to retire, he walked up to him wiih 
) arefpeAful air, and acquainted him with his 
name and the particulars of his cafe, afluring 
hin, that nothing but the greateft neceility could 
have urged him to trefpafs on his grounds. ** You 
ure welcome, fir,” faid the ranger, witha fmile 
equally benevolent and polite 5 *‘ l have always 
heard your family mentioned with efteem, and 
| fhallcontider your company not as an intrufion, 
but as an honour.’’ Melmoih returned a bow 
for this compliment, and taking a brace of birds 
from his net, he begged his acceptance of them 
as a final} mark of his fenfe of the obligation. 
The old gentleman would have declined the pie- 
fent, bui Melmoth would not fubmit toa refufal, 
und they proceeded along the walk. “ You 
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) have a fweet fpot here, fir,” faid Melmoth, 
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“¢ Yes, fir,’ replied the other, ‘*I take great 
delight init, but it has received no ornaments 
from my tafte, it owes ali its beautics to my 
daughter, who, poor girl, fince her mother’s 
death, has been my only companion 1n this foli- 
tude.’? The walk now brought them to a fmall 
meadow, planted with fruit-trees, and divided 
by the rivulet which Melmoth had feen before. 
The fteeple of the village church rofe on one fide, 
and at the upper end ftood an old brick houfe, 
the front of which was almoit vegetable from 
the overgrowth of the vine which eevered it. 
‘© This is my dweliiag, fir,” faid the old gen- 
tleman, “it has not much elegance in its ap- 
pearance, but “It has more,”’ interrupted 
Melmoth, ‘‘the venerable air of an old houfe 
affects me much more deeply than the élegance 
ofa muodernone. It feems to breathe fomething 
of that generous fpirit of hofpitality which cha- 
ratterifed our anceftors, at ieait 1 have always 
connected that idea with it.” 





PART Il. 


++ 


i HEY were now arrived at the door, and 
Meimoth was fhewn into a room fitted up with 
a great degree of taile. The walls were hung 
with feveral flower-pieces cut MP paper, and 
with drawings of diiferent views which the coun- 
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try around afferded. The windows looked into 
the orchard. It was the hour of twilight’s fo- 
bereft grey : the bat was taking its circles in the 
air, and now and then the owl hvoted and hap= 
ped its wings againft the calement. ‘ You live 
very retired here, fir,” faid Melmoth, ‘“ Yes, 
tir,” faid Mr. Ha:top, for that was his name} 
‘‘ but my time is fpent fo agreeably, in the dif 
charge of my duties to my parifh, and in culti- 
vating my daughter’s mind, that I do not feel 
the leaft regret at iny feclution from the world.” 
The door now opened, and his daughter made 
her appearance. ‘ Julia, my dear,’ faid her 
tather, *“* this gentleman inicnds to honour us 
with his company to-night.”’ Mcimoth rofe at 
her enuiance, and fhe received him with a modcft 
look of welcome, which fhe always gave to her 
tuther’s friends. They both fat down, and a 
tilenee enfued. Melmoth knew not what to dos 
wher he looked wp his eyes met Julia, and he 
caft them down again. He was foon relieved 


from his diltrefs by the appearance of Tupper; 


the elegant fimplicity of which chaimed him. 
Jt was fuccecded by adeflert. The favour of 
the fruit was exquifite ; Melmoth had never 
tailed any fo fine—they were gathered by the 
hand of Juliae When the clock ftruck ten, all 
the fervants entered. The mafter of the family 
informed his gueft that it was the hour of prayer, 
and on bended knees, he poured forth the effu- 
lions of a grateful beart, with all the honeft fer- 
vours of devotion. 

Melimoih went to bed early, but he could not 
fleep for Julia, he could not chace her image 
from his mind. His adventure had fomething fo 
romantic inm@p that he almoft doubted its realie 
ty; butafewW hours before, he did not know 
that fuch a being exifted, and now his whele 
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exiftence was interwoven with her’s. Ae py! 
foon as it was ‘ight, he went down into the gar- »? 
den. The fhrubs and dowers, refrefhed with the A, 
cew, breathed a fragrance exquifitely pleating, '*' * 
end the lark fuared in the air, and warbled itsg™'e 
trembligg trilling notes of ecttacy. Me}-gull 
moth followed the courfe of the rivulet in isi. 6 
mazes thiough the grove, till he defcended intof 2!" 
a hollow diagic, where it widcned its ftream, gt" 
and flept upon its rufhes. The trees which over- Jour 
hung it refiected fo deep a fhade, that the light§P[S 
was no ftrenger than that of a bright moonfhine; Mt@2¢ 
and all wasrudenefs, filence, and folitude. Mel- §'°P» 
; moth fat down on a bank, and played a lively and 
War! 


air upon his flute. It wasa piece which himfelf 

had compofed, and his fancy had already drawn 

2 little circle of fairies r@wnd hii to the found, 

when he wasroufed by the'fuitiing of the leaves, 

He ftarted up, and looking round, was faluted 

by Mr. Hartop and his daughter: they had been 

> taking their mornine walk, and accident had 
~~ “winted it in the very fame direétion with his. 
: They apologized for their interruption, and in- 
treated him to finijh the tune. He took up his 
ficte, and touched a few notes of ihe voluntary 
he had heard the night before. Jniia biuihed. 
Mr. Hartop obferved her confulion, and leading 
Melmoth to an opening, beg2n to point out to 
him the beauties of the profpect. Ir was alittle 
home fcene in the paftoral itile. Inavalley be- 
low ran a (mall river with a mill turning in tts 
ftream, and a green hill rofe on the oppolite lide, 
partly covered with furze, and feamed witha 
winding fheep-walk. In the woodlands on the 
right and lett, the birds were finging fweetly in 
concert, and the paules of harmoayggwere fupplied 
by the murmurs of the water-mil!, and the tink- 
Tings of the wether’s bell. Melmoth ftood lif- 
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ening to thefe mingled founds with fuch a look 
4 pleafure, that he communicated his feelings 
lis friends, Julia caught his enthufiafm, and 
he gpeer father fmiled, It was a favourite fcene of 
¢fmper's; fhe had oftcn viewed it, and as often ad- 
a mired it, but fhe had not known half its beauties 
, ill now. 
«| hope your robin is well this morning,” 
+, Miaid Melmoth to her, as they were returning to 
, Wthe houfe. ‘* Very well, fir,”’ fhe replied, co- 
2Blouring, “ but I did not know that my little 
Biriendly vilitor had the honour of your acquain- 
Sa Btance.” “ My daughter,” interrupted Mr. Har- 
j2 Btop, “has a great affection for the feathered race, 
and they feem to return it almoft with equal 
warmth. She has at this time a little family of 
black-birds under her protection, and fhe vilits 


n 
j, Bthem, I believe, eygmy morning, with the great- . 
” Bek anxiety for thei lfare.’’ As he faid thefe 
4 words, they obferved a cat playing with fome- 
, thing on the grafs-plat at a fma!l diftance, and 
4 QJulia tepped up juft in time enough to fee her 
;, pavourite blackbirds expire at her feet. ‘ Here 
" Bthey are,” faid ihe, bending over them with her , 
hands clafped, ‘here they are indeed!” As fhe 
, pipoke, fhe looked up, and her heart’s foft tear 
* Bwasinhereye. Melmoth felt it ftream over his 
Bifenfes. He had all the milk of human kindnefs 
29 his bofom ; but at that moment he felt fome- 
thing more than the iimple impulfe of humanity 
within him, and the impreilion he then received 
was never oft. As he turned round to conceal 
" @ his emotion, he faw the cat fitting behind a firub 
, piut by, and contemplating with the greateft 
P compoture, on the little fcene of diftreis which 
| ine had occafioned. Retentment for a moment 


4} flufhed his cheek, and he took up a ftone from 
the walk to throw ather. ** You muft not, in~ 
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deed you mu% not;”’ faid Julia, warmly, “ fh 
only purfued the dictates of nature.”* Asf 
faid thefe words, fhe raifed her hand to his an 
which was lified in the action, and the te 


, 


8 which ftood trembling om her eye-lids, foret 


their way down her cheeks; pity’s finedt {tring 
were then touched, and with her foft and fily 
founds, the harihdifcordant notes of revenge a 
hever in unifon. Me!moth ihed a tear upon tk 
ftone, and dropped it to the ground. M 


Hartop ftood filent all the while. He look 
firft at the birds, then at Julia, then at Melmoty 


and then at the birds again; his heart was t 
full to allow him to fpeak,—it ran over throu 
his eyes. How long this fcene lafted, 
cannot tell; if it had been in my power, | 
fhould have Jafted for ever, | would have fixe 
it on the canvas. The converfation g 
breakfaft became warm and interefting ; lite 

ture and mufic were the principal topics. Juli 
was not filent on either: fhe difcovered a deli 
cacy and correctnefs of tafte which aftonithe 
Melmoth. 

6 The ftudy of mufic,” faid he, “ whilei 
Tweetly foothes the fenfe of hearing, touches th 
foul, and elevates and refines its nature. | 
perfuaded there never was a poet who had not 
tafte for it: though I cannot go fo far as a Frenc 
writer, who affirmed, that he who is infentibl 
tu its effects has but half a fot.” 

“‘Shakefpeare’s celebrated aflertion is not bold 


er,’ faid Mr. Hartop, “ but I think I can confulg 


you all by a fingle inftance. Garrick had no 

for mufic !” “ The Italians,” fi 
Julia, “are enthufiafts in the art; and the Frend 
feem to bave imbibed their fpirit. © The fm 


nerves of Rouffeau were tremblingly alive twit) 


powers; aml his extreme fondnefs for it, Tiay 
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heard, appears in almoft every page of his works. 

Indeed thofe who have touched the fprings of 
pity with the fineft hand, have generally pre- 

fented the idea of mufic to the mind, in their 
moft affecting fcenes. Marmontelle has given 
to Fonrofe his hauthoy; Julia de Roubigné has 
her harpfichord ; and Maria de Moulines has her 
lute.” ‘© | don’t know a fweeter poem 
in the language,” returned Melmoth, “than the 
Minftrel. It breathes a fpirit of melancholy en- 
thuliafm which captivates the mind irrefiftibly. 
The character of Edwin is drawn with exquifite 
tafte, and exhibits fome of the moft romantic 
fcenes in nature. The idea of reclining at a 
diftance from the village dance, ** foothed with 
the foft notes warbling in the wind,”’ is inex* 
prefibly beautiful. No lefs fo is the reflection 
that it fuggefts.”” 


‘¢ Is there a heart that mufic cannot melt? 
Alas! how is that rugged heart forlorn! | 

Is there, who ne’er thofe myttic tranfports feit 
Of folitude and melancholy born ? 

He needs not wootbhe mufe; he is her fcorn.”” 


His petition in favour of the finging birds is 
fweetly pathetic. 


“ O let them ne’er with artificial note, 

To pleafe atyrant, ftrain the little bill, 

But fing what Heaven infpires, and wander 
where they will.”’ 


julia’s eye brightened as he repeated thefe 
lines, but the unhappy end of her blackbirds had 
thrown an air of fadnefs over her features, which 
all her efforts could not diffipate. It had ftamp- 
ed upon her countenance . 
B 
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——“ That expreffion fweet of melancholy 
Which captivates the foul ;”’ 


and.as Melmoth was acquainted with its amiable 


caufe, it operated on his feelings with peculiar | 


energy. The heart of Julia was all at- 
tuned to gentle emotions, and whenever the fad- 
ed form of furrow met her eye, the tear of fym- 
pathy trembled init. I have feen her fet out in 
a morning on her little errands of charity to the 
poor of the village. She entered every cottage 
with fuch a fmile of fwéetnefs, and liftened to 
every tale of family diftrefs with fuch a look of 


tender concern, that my heart dilated at the F 
fight. I would not have exchanged my feelings 
on that occafion fur thofe of any one under Hea~ 


ven, but herfelf Though -ynited to her by no 
clofer bond than that of humanity, I felt a pride, 
an honeft pride, in the connection; I felt a dig- 
nity in my nature which I had never known tk- 
fore. in the evening they failed on ihe 
lake, the furface of which was juft ruffed enough 
to thew it was alive. A cormorant was flying 
over it, and fifhing ; and on the banks, which 
are fteep and fhagged with wild fhruts, hung a 
tew goats. Here and there a grotefque mafs of 
rock projects boldly over the water, with a little 
fhining torrent falling from its brow 3; and often 
through the precipices appears a fmooth green 
Jawn, embolomed in old woods, which climb 
half way up the mountain’s fide, and difcover 
above them a broken line of crags that crown the 
feene. All thefe objects were inverted on the 
blue furface of the lake; and no fooner had the 
boat pufhed off from the fhore, than they ftarted 
into metion. The rocks, and woods, and monr- 
tains, paffed by in filent fucceflon on each fide, 
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THE SHRUBBERY. 
and changed their figure at every yard, Therays e 
of the fetting fun gave a glow to the !andfcape. 
and Melmoth threw an air of enchantment over 
. it with the foft notes of his flute. Our voyagers 
eM were delighted with their expedition. They 


Jat coated every ifiand, and looked into every bay. 
= @ Every ftroke of the oar pointed out new beauties, 
d- and infpired new ideas. The fpirit of pleafure 
ri lefi not a fingle fecond of vacancy, and evening 
10 had overfhadowed them with her laft and deepeft 


When Melmoth retired to his chamber, and 
(0B reviewed the little incidents of the patt day, 
fF the exquifite fenfibility of Julia thrilled his 
he heart. He took out his pocket-book, and pen- 
188 cilled ona flip of paper the following lines: 

$?' ° ; 


‘he f fhade, before they landed. 


THE BLACKBIRDS. 
AN ELECYs 


tor 


» 


- 63 

Srrinc had return’d and nature fmil’d, 
Verdure had crown’d each wood and vale, 

All was compos’d, ferene, and mild, 

And notes of pleafure fwell’d the gale. 
’Twas then a blackbird and its mate 

naferingo built their neft, 

Re paticnt hen affiduous fat 

Vith trembling wing and heaving breaf. 
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Two chirpers foon reward their care, 
he pledges of their mutual love, 
eafing tafk the parents fhare, 
or food the bloffom’d grove. 

RKeturmmng through a fhrubbery mead, 
The gentle pair, with anguifh, faw : 
Their little ones expiring b! ced { | 
heneath a wanton tyran it’s paw. ay 

In vain they feebly flutter’d round, 
In vain they pour’d a plaintive lay, 
Deaf to the fweet pathetic found, 
The plund’rer ftill retain’d her prey. 

‘‘ Whither, ah, whither, fhall we fly ? 
“ Life has ne value now,” they fung; 
“ We'll melt the murd’rer’s heart, and die 
** With wings ftretch’d fondly o’ er our young.” 


When he had finifhed, he thonght fomething 
was ftill wanting ;—he bad not paid a compli- 
ment to Julia. He cut his pencil again and again, 
but it wonld not do; the firing Dae too fine to 
ouch upon. He w ent to bed in defpair, In 

1 morning, whei he took his leave, he pre- 
fented the paper to Julia. She read thetitle, and 
put it iuto her bofom, witha fmile. But that 

ime betrayed a fecret fhe wifhed to have con- 
cealed.—It forced a tear down her cheek 

S: pirits of love and fympathy! Infpirers of all 
the foft affections, of ali that is beautiful in 
fecling, ard elevated in thought! Ye alone can 
tell, ye who can awake fuch trilling harmony 
jrom that {weet inftrument the human foul, ye 
alone can tell what fine, what exquifitely fine | 
cement unites congenial natures, wiat magoetic 


princip'¢ operates upon them. 
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- PART UIT. 
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I was not till three years after, when Mel- 
moth returned from making the tour of Europe, 
that he had an opportunity of revifiting his friends. 
He had written to them feveral times on his tra- 
vels, but he had never received any anfwer, and 
he concluded that his letters had mifearried. In= 
terefting as were all the various fcenes which 
had paffed under his eye during that interval, 
they had not once diverted his thoughts from the 
beloved object of their contemplation: Julia 
mingled in every idea ;—he had paffions, fighs, 
fentiments, and fenfations only for Julia. As 
foon as he arrived in London, he obtained his fa- 
ther’s confent to afk her hand, and inftantly fer 
off for Wef&morland. It was towards the clofe 
of the third day when he reached the banks of 
the lake, and he ordered the poft-chaife to drive 
to the by-path, intending to walk up to the houfe 
through the fhrubbery, that he ‘might farprife 
them the more agreeably. When he opened 
the wicket, he was pretented with a feene em- 
bellifhed with all the beauties of the {pring. 
The lilac was in full blow, and the leburnum 
dropped its golden clufters in a grang profufion ; 
while the fofter bofloms of nfo and the 
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almond appeared above the reft, and were finely 
relieved by the freih verdure of their foliage, 
Melmoth recognized evefy object with the feel- 
@ngs of afriend. Every tree and fhrub recalled 
to his mind the ideas they had infpired when he 
firft walked under their fhade, and he bade them 
welcome with as much ardour asif they had been 
animate. He looked duwn, as he pafled, at the 
bench on which he fat when the voice of his Julia 
firft broke upon his ear; and his heart exulted as 
he looked. But his impatience would not fuffer 
him to indulge the idea. He had a thoufand 
things to fay, a thoufand little incidents whick 
he had treafured up in his memory to tell of, 
Every minute feermed an age which did not brin 
the interview along with it, and he quickened 
his pace at every ftep. When he came te 
the houfe, he found a fervant fittingin the porch 
and he enquired eagerly if Mr. Hartop was with- 
in. ‘No, fir,”’ fhe replied, ‘he is juft gone to 
fpeak over his daughter’s grave.’’ ‘* Whofe 
grave >”? interrupted Melmoth, in a faltering 
voice.  Mifs Julia’s, fir; fhe died laft week 
of a confumption. That gate opens to the 
church-yard.”’ Melmoth felt the intelli- 
gence in every nerve. It was as the cold point 
of a dagger at his heart. He did not utter a 
word jn reply, his feelings would not let him; 


~ 


he ftood motionlefs as a ftatue, gazing on vacan- Ff 
cv, and loft in the fenfations which harrowed up 
his foul. All the fond hopes, which he had che- 9 


rifhed fo long, were now extinguifhed, and in| 


the very moment when he expected their com- 
pletion. He walked up to the gate, but he could 
not open it; it led to a fcene which he knew 
would guite unman him—he let the latch fall, 
and burft into tears. An interval of rea- 


fon fucceeded—3t was an interval of patience, | 
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humility, and hope—but it was fhort. The 
frenzy of his foul returned; he burit the gate 
open, and rufhed violemtly through. As 
he hurried along the path that winded among the 
tomb-ftones, his eye looked round involuntarily 
for the objects it moft dreaded to fix on; and it 
foun found them. A number of mourners had 
ranged themfelves in alittle circle round a grave 
on one fide—it was an intereiting group and Mel- 
moth drew near to examine* the weeping figures 
which compofed it. They were villagers, whofe 
families Julia had been enabled by her father to 
keep from want, and who had afked leave to pay 
this laft tribute of gratitude to her memory. 
Mr. Hartop ftood advanced a few paces before 
the reft, with the Volume of Infpiration in his 
hand. There was a manly relignation exprefled 
in his countenance, and a firmnefs in the tone 
of his voice, which fhamed Melmoth for his. 
weaknefs—except now and then, when a tear 
ftole down his cheek, and melted his accent. 
He had loft all that was dear tohim inthis world, 
and his foul was now ready totake its flight. A 
good man, ftruggling with adverfity, and rifing 
amidft all its efforts to deprefs him, is an object 
on which angels may look down with Jelight, 
and which the Divine Being muft contemplate 
with peculiar complacency. As foon as 
the funeral fervice was over, and the mournets 
had departed, Melmoth ftepped up to the grave, 
and looked eagerly in. The frantic wildnefs of 
his air ftruck the fexton, who was preparing to 
throw the earth into it; and he ftood fixed in 
filent aftonifhment, with his foot lifted up on his 
fpade. Melmoth kept bending over, with his 
eye chained to the infcription on the lid of the 
coffin. — Within it were the remains of one whom 
he had chofcn from the reft of the world—the 
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was indeed 4); world—he had feen her waik—he 
eyes, now for ever clofed, had once—and wh 
could not have interpreted their language—hag 
once converfed tenderly with his. The though 
cut him tothe foul—he ceuld aot bear it—and he 


walked haftily away—but he had not gone tea sa 
paces before his ftrength failed him, and he turn “? 
ed back to take another look.—He was too lately 
—the fexton had already fallen to work, and the ea 
coffin was to be feen no more, for the laf fpade- w 
ful of earth had covered it. A tear ftarted into *’ 
his eye at the difappointment—he looked wife 3 
fuily at the man a moment, but had not the heart 
to reproach him for it—every feeling within him me 

0 


was tuned to tendernefs 5 he fetched a deep figh, 
and walked flowly away, weeping as he walk- 
el. « In his return to the parfonage he 
met fome of the mourners who had been con- 
) Sind . > rnd he sander 
cucting Mr. Hartop home, and he commanded 
firmnefs enough to enquire the particulars of an 



















event, the fudden difclofure of which had fo un- Ms 
hinged him. Mr. Hariop, they faid, had beeaff 
confiped, the year before, by a Jone and dan- ty 
gerous ilinefs + and the clofinefs and anxiety § | 
with which his daughtcr had attended him dur- be 
ing that period, bad bi ought on a flow fever that : 
foon threw her into a declis Ce When Mcl- ‘ 
moth came to the gate, he felt himfelf but ill 2 
qualified to 24 the part of a comforter, and he ' 
took aturnin the garden in order to compofe : 


himfelf. But Juitahad not left the fhades, which 
fhe had rencered fo dearto him. They were all 
fullof her. He faw her in every objeé, he felt 
her at every fiep, atevery infant he heard her 
well-known voice, 


“ Sweet as the fhepherd’s pipe upon the moun- 


. ** i 
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tarms. 
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In every wood fcene her gentle figure appeared 


* € - 


iffance among the trees 5 fhe fat on every 
yj and frood liffening belide every waterefall. 
k apath that foon brought hi m to the edee 
of a firtah pool, hung round with willows. It 

€in unifon with his feelings, and he 
th ew himfelf on a feat to indulge the melan- 
choly hich had teken pofltfon of his foul. He 
looked back on the paft, and every fenfation 
within him aceufed him of folly in his conduct 
tothe Hartops.—To have layed an alliance, 


even for a moment, with fuch virtue, woud 


have fhewn him unwort! y fit: but to go abroad, 
to jinger fo long in a foreign country, to feek the 
focicty of ftrangers while Julia was alive, this 
betrayed fuch infenfibilits that he cou'd never 
forgives himfelf. He was rifing in an agony of 
vexation and defpair, when happening to turn 
hiseye towar 
was fixed, he ob 
bark of it. Tis heart inflantly to'd him who 
had done it.—Julia did not forget him, though 
he deferted Julia.—The idea of his having 
wronved her was more tory he could bear;— 
every better feeling revolted atit. He took out 
his penknife, and, wipin ; away the he tear that dim= 
med his eye, he cut Ji iia Hartop clofe under his 
| 





Mey 


own name. ‘** The tree,” fi * he, ‘* fhall not 
bear fuch a memoria -r affection and none 
of mine.”? By the time he had finifh ed, he had 
acquired fome desree of compofure, "and he 
veniurcd to return to the boufe. Whea 
he reached the door, he found it open, and he 
fteppedintothe ha.l. He watteda few moments 
for a Servant to introduce him, but none happen= 
ed to come, and afcera littic hefitation, he walked 
toftly into the parlour. The firtobject that met 

iseve was the venerable figure of his friend 
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fitting by a table, and leaning on his hand, with, | 


his eyes caf down, int! 


. 1¢ attitude of meditation gg 's! 


The fipht of the room in which they had Jegggeth' 
met, gave him back the fenfations he then felr-g< | 
when be looked round on the farniture and fayge ith 


every chair and table; every fidwer-piece an .. 
drawing, juit in the places he had left then§ ag 
Julia entered his bofom, and touched at a thor #™ 


fand points—he trembicd, and would have givee* ? 
the world to go back. He made an effort oRyio™ 


fpeak, but the voice he wonld have uttered wall e 
, ~~ . " -_ 

lo&t.—Mr. Hartop lifted his eves from the ground a" * 

At the fight of Melmoth he frarted from his fea jfem 


. ¢ . » e “oe ve 
—he took his hand—he looked him full in th>° 
face—the tears came at lat. “ You are come) *"* 
fir,” fad he, “to a houfe of mourning, but | hex 





hope you will not repeat of your vilit; the obli-fg P** 
gation it confers is deeply felt.—I have fu fered ‘"* 
- * . . . oot 
fevereiy in my family fince | faw you laft—I have E° 
Io a daughter, and fuch @ daughter:”—-hR* 


poufed—“‘ | have had the diftrefs to fee her die 
by inches before my face—and with fuch angel 


mecknefs did fhe bear it all :”’—he paufed again; § 
nature melted within him at the thought; it re- 
vived the images of tendernefs in his memory, 







aod ailthe father ruined intohiseves. He could 
not ** bnt remember fuch things were, and were 
moft dear to him.”’ “But [am not with- 
out confolation,”’ he added, pointing with a tri- 
umphant attion of the finger, to a bible that lay 
open on the table, “I am not without hope. 
That book afures me we {hall mect again—meet 
in a better and a happier world, never, never to 
be parted.” He cait a look upwards as he 
faidthis. <A filence of a few moments followed, 
He ftepped up to the mantle-piece, and taking 
down a portrait—the portrait of Julia, he pre- 
fented it to Melmoth. “1 was charged,” faid 
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he, “to deliver thisto you, fir, as foon as the 
original was no more. She drew it herfelf, 

little befure fhe died; and, inher lat moments, 
fhe entrufted it with inc, as her legacy to one, 
(,{ewith whom fhe had once withed to be united.”’ 
Melmoth gazed on the miniature with 
~ 2. kind of weeping rapture that wants a name. 
—' He dwelt on every feature till imagination pave 
it life. He faw again, that face with ail its 


tt ouching fweetnefs of expreflion, which his heart 
wasfp ad juft told him, he fhould fee no more; and 
ung, he forgot, for 2 moment, that he held only the 
feat fa femblance in hishand. Mr. Hartop felt himfclf 


thf overcome. Every nerve that he had was fhaken 5 
and he walked upto the window to conceal his 
tt Jemotion; a robi n, at that inftant, flew down to 
















blie ‘ pick up fome crumbs that had bee -n thrown on 
rege the grafs-plct.—He burt into tears. The 
aye fe good old man did not ldng furvive his daughter. 
i fhock fo fevere, foon broke a conftitutign, 
die which time had already fhattered ;—and when 
rel MEE died, he left his little allto Melmoth. He 
?) was buried, as he had defired, in the fame grave 
wa ith his \ wife and daug! ter 5 an d one plain ftone, 
ry, @ woth as plain an infeription, marks the f{pot. 

atid Melmoth return ied into the active feenes of life. 
ere EA datural gaiety of temper, and a fine flow of 
the ME fpirits, fervid to gre the gloom which hung 
trie Beever his mind; but the lofs he had fuftained was 
lav ” ver forgotten 5 and, ofien, in his brighteft 


yments, when the image of Julia croifted his 


pe. 
oil q ind, he would ftep alide into the fhade, to 
apes ewe ell on her virtues, and feel the melancholy 
Luxury of tears. 


O lachrymarum fons, tenero facros 
Ducentium ortus ¢x animo; quater 
Felix! in imo qui featentem 
Pu ctore te, pia Nympha, fenfit. 
1. Psttere 
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——!6 ND this,” faid he—putting the rtdl 
mains ef acruft into his wallet-——“ and th 


“es 


fhould have b en thy portion,” faid he, “ hadg 
thou been alive to have Shared it with me ™ 
thought, by the accent, it had been an a; rooftre 
phe to his child: but it w: sto his afs, and: 
the very afs we had feen dead in the road, whi 
had occafioned La Fleur’s mifadventure. Ti 
man feemed to lament it much 3; and it infant 
brought into my mind Sancho’s lamentation fj 
his: but he did it with more true touches of ni 
ture. 

The mourner +a: fitting upon a ftone bench: 
the dour, with the afs’s pannel and its bridle 
one fide, which he took up from time to time 
then laid then down—IJooked at them, and fhe 
his head. Hethen took his cruft of bread of 
of his wallet again, as if to cat it—held it for® 
time in his hand—thben !aid it upon the bir of t 

' 






, 


afs’s bridle—icoked wiffully at the little a 
rangement he had made—and gave a figh. 

The fimplicity of bis erief drew numb 
about him, and La Fleur among the reft, whit? 
the horfes were getting ready. As I continual 
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“© Thou haft one comfort, friend,” faid I, “a 
leaft, in the lJofs of thy poor beaftt—I am fure 
thou haft been a merciful mafter to him.” 
“* Alas!” faid the mourner, ‘¢ 1 thought fo when 
he was alive:—but now he is dead, I think 
otherwite. I think the weight of myfelf, and 
my afflictions together, have been too much for 
him—they have fhortened the poor creature's § 
days—and I fearlhave themto anfwer for! J 

‘© Sham onthe world!’ faid lL to myfelf:—/ 
“ did we love each othr as this poor foul but} 
loved his afs *twould be fomething.” 

Sternite 
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An ODE, 
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J 
} Mv 1c, heav’nly m: my Was young, 
59 


hi & yet in early Grecce { Ae fu 


he Passion . oft, to hi + the 

{hro gc around } I d i ecil. 

Exulting, trembling, 1 r, fainting, 
Polieft beyond the Muic’s painting. / 
by turrs they fel: the glowing mind 


rehacd, 
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THE PASSIONS. 


Till once, ‘tis faid, when all were fir’d, 
Fill’d with fury, rapt, infpir’d, 


‘From the fupporting myrtles round 


They fnatch’d her inftruments, of found: 
And, as they oft had heard apart 


Sweet le‘Tons of her forceful art, 


Each, (for Madnefs rul’d the hour) 
W ould prove its own expreflive power. 


Firft Fear—his hand, its fkill totry, 
Amid the chords bewilder’d laid; 
Ant back recoil’d—he knew not why 

Ev’n at the found himfelf had made. 


. 


xt Ancer rufh’d—his eyes on fire, 
In lightnings own’d his fecret itings : 


With one rude clafh he ttruck the lyre, 
id {wept with hurried hand the ftrings. 


With woeful meafures wan Desparr— 
Low, fullen founds, his grief beguil’ds 
A folemn, ftrange, and mingled air! 
*T was fad by fits—by farts "twas wild. 
But thou, O Hore! v with eyes fo fair, 
Whet was thy delighted meafure? 
Still it whifper’d pr romis "d pieafure, 


And bade the lovely fcenes at diftance hail! 


Still would her touch the ftrain prolor 


And, frem the rocks, the woods, the vale 
She call’ don Ecuo & ill through al} her fong 
And where ler fweetet theme fhe chaiey 
A foft refponfive voice was heard at ev’ 


c ofe, 
And Hope enchanted f{mi] 
don hair, 


*. 






I'd, and wav'd her go 
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And longer had fhe fung—but, witha frown, Bu 
Revence impatient rofe : : 

He threw his blood-stain’d {word in thunder down, 
And, with a withering look, Bite 


‘The war-denouncing trumpet took 5 
And blew a blaft fo loud and dread, 
Were ne’er prophetic founds fo full of woe : 
And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling drum with furious heat. 
And though fomeiimes, each dreary paufe be- 7 « 
tween, | 
Dejected Pity, at his fide, pe 
Her foul-fubduing voice applied, 
Yet ftill he kept his wild unaiter’d mien, : 
W hile each ftrain’d ball of fight feem’d burfting 
from his head. 





P 
Thy numbers, Jeatousy, to nought were fix’d; 
Sad proof of thy diftrefsful fate! 
Of didering themes the veering fong was mix’d; 
And now it courted Love—then, raving, call‘d 
on Hate. 





With eyes uprais’d, as one infpir’d, 

Pale Mecancuory fat retir’d; 

And, from her wild fequefler’d feat, 

In notes, by diftance made more fweet, 
Pour'’d through the mellow bern her pentive foul; 

And, dafhing foft from rocks around, 

Bubbling runneis join’d the found. : 
Through glades and glooms the mingled meafure | 








flole; 
Or o'er fome haunted ftream, with fond delay, | \V 
Round an holy calm diiluling, Be 
Love of peace and lonely muling, ys 


fn hollow murmurs died away. 
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But, O how alter’d was its fprightlUer tone, 
When Cuearrunness, anymph of healthiest 
hue, 
Her bow acrofs her fhoulder flure, 
Her bufkins gemm’d with morning dew, 
Blew an infpiring air, that dale ard thicket rnng, 
The hunter’s call—to Fawn and Drvad known! 
The oak-crown'd fifters, and their chafte-ey"d 
queen, 
Satyrs and Sylvan bovs, were feen 
, Pecping from forth their allies green. 
Brown Exercife rejoic’d to hear: 
pAnd Sport leap’d up, and feiz’d his beechen fpear! 


Laft came Joy's extatic trial: 

pic, with viny crow na advancing, 

Firft to the lively pi pe his hand ad! “efs'd : 

| But foon he faw the brifk awak’ning viel, 

iW hofe {weet entrancing voice he lov’d the be%. 

They would have th iought, whoheard the ftrain, 

They faw in Tempe’s vale her native maids, 
Amidft the feftal founding fhades, 

‘To fome unweary’d minftre] dancing : 

While, ashis flying fingers kifs’d the ftrings, 
Love fr am ‘d with Mrein a gay fantaftic round : 
Loofe were her trefles feen, her zone unbound : 

And he, amidtt his frolic play, 
' As if he w ould the charm ing air repay, 
Shook thoufand edours from his dewy wingse 


O Music, {phere-defcended 
Friend of pleafure, wifdom’s a} d, 

vy, Goddefs, why to us deny’d? 

the ou thy “ancient lyre afide ? 
ov'd Athenian bow’r, 
i dan all-commending pow’r, 
‘mimic foul, O nymph endear’d! 
1] cecal what then it heard. 











——— 


‘Thy humblett reed could more prevail, 


30 THE DYING INDIAN, 
Where is thy native fimple heart, I te 
Devoie to Virtue, Fancy, Art ? PP 
Arife, as in that older time, 

Warm, energetic, chafte, fublime! 
Thy wonders, in that godlike age, 
Fill thy recording fifte.’s page. 
*Tis faid—and I believe the tale— 





BAnc 
Anc 


Had more of ftrength, diviner raze 
>] ’ 


Than all which charms this Jag sard a ge 5 -?P 
Ev’n all at once together found ™ . 
Cecit1a’s mingled world of found, pth; 
© bid our vain endeavours ceafe ! (W 
Revive the juf defigns of Greece! whe 
Return in all thy fimple ftate : Wi 
Confirm the tales her fons relate! hw 

= eLik 
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j HE dart of Ifdabel prevails!—*twas dipt 


In double poifon- I fhali foon arrive 
At the bleit ifland, where po tigers {pring 
On heed!efs hunters ; where ananas bloem 
Thrice in each moon; where rivers finoothf 
glide, 
Nor thund’ring torrents whirl the light canoe 
Down to the fea; where my forefathers feat 
Daily oa hearts of Spamards!—O my fon! 
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| feel the venom bufy in my breatt) 
pproach, and bring my crown, deck’d with the 
teeth 
)f that bold Chriftian who firft dar’d deflour 
The virgins of the funs and, dire totell! 
\cbb’d PacnacaMac’s altar of its gems. 
mark’d the {pot where they interr’dthis traitor 5 
nd once at midnight ftole I to his tomb, 
sAnd tore his carcafe from the earth, and lefi it 
prey to pois’nous flies. Preferve this crown 
With facred fecrecy. If e’er returns 
VThy much-lov’d mother from the defert woods, 
(Where, as I hunted late, | hapiefs loft her) 
Cherifh her age. Tell her I ne’er have worfhip’d 
W ith thofe that eat their God. And when difeafe 
Preys on her languid limbs, then kindly ftab her 
With thine own hands; nor fuffer her to linger, 
sLike Chriftian cowards, in a lite of pain. 
—J go!—great Gopac beckons me !—farewell! 
Rev. Fo Whartone 















